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If you know boys and girls who are intending to send in their 
subscriptions to Wee Wisdom, tell them to be sure to get them to 
us in time to receive the May number. It will have the first chap- 
ter of a new serial by Gardner Hunting, “Ted's Contract.” Those 
of you. who read “The Squareness of Neil Morris” and “Chim- 
panzee”™ will be eager for “Ted's Contract.” 

Another favorite writer, Estelle Urbahns, has given us a 


Mother's Day story, “Mariella Sets the Table.” 
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DOES EASTER, 


IMELDA OCTAVIA SHANKLIN 


What does Easter mean, my lass— 

A day of-song, a new spring bonnet, 
With ribbon, flower, or, may be 

With just a stylish buckle on it? 


What does Easter mean, my lad— 
A new spring suit, a day of pleasure, 
When melody and smiles abound, 
And cheerful greetings, without meas- 
ure? 


O, don't you know, my lass, my lad, 
The cause of Easter's glad behavior? 
Why, on this day we celebrate 
The resurrection of our Savior! 
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WEE WISDOM 


BY M°OLLY 
W. PEARSON 


WHAT THE STORY HAS SAID 

Titania Mab and the fairy king were the king and the queen of the Little 
People who lived in Kingscup Hollow. The trees in Kingscup Hollow were 
to be cut down to make room for houses and garages. Daisiana and Darleen. 
Queen Titania Mab’s two orphaned godchildren, lived with Nurse Meg near 
Tin Can Patch, which was a piece of ground used as a dumping place. The 
queen wanted to move to Tin Can Patch. One day she made herself’ look like 
a farm woman and visited the little girls. She told them that there was rich 
treasure buried in Tin Can Patch. The girls, with the help of the Little People, 
removed the trash and ashes from Tin Can Patch. Before leaving for their 
winter home, the Little People planted flower seeds in the Patch. The girls 
have just discovered the first blossoms. j 


Chapter VII 


“How beautiful! How did they get there?” and Daisiana and 
Darleen looked down in delighted wonder at the lovely pink blossoms 
of the trailing arbutus which were blooming—yes, really blooming— 
in Tin Can Patch under all those dead leaves. 

Darleen knelt and put her face close to the rosy, spicy little 
blossoms. ‘“‘Daisiana,” she said, “maybe this is the treasure buried 
here, that the farm lady’s fairy grandmother told her about. You see, 
we had to dig for it so the little plants could come up.” 

Daisiana put her bright, rosy face down close to the flowers it 
matched so well. She took whiff after whiff of the arbutus perfume 
that is like nothing else but stands all by itself in the world’s treasure 
list of loveliness. 

“They are sweetest sweet, Darleen,” said Daisiana. “But the 
farm lady told us a treasure was new dresses and strings of beads and 
pink parasols and—"” 

“And lots of writing paper and bottles of ink,”” Darleen remem- 
bered. “But maybe the fairy grandmother forgot what the treasure 
was, or maybe she made a mistake. Anyway, it doesn’t matter. | 
found a new pencil, you know, right in the road yesterday, and a nice 
piece of white paper came around the bread Nurse Meg brought home 
last night. Daisiana, I’ve thought of a lovely poem about our new 
treasure.” 


4 

A) HE TREASURE 
IN TIN CAN 
PATCH 
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Away ran Darleen to start feverishly writing her poem, telling 
how beautiful flowers had bloomed in Tin Can Patch before the snow 


had gone: “A treasure sweet and rosy, 


Each tiny, darling posy!”” 


Daisiana picked a little bouquet of the arbutus flowers and put 
them carefully into a small tin box she had found. ‘For Teacher,” 
she said, and carried the box carefully to school with her spelling book. 

Teacher’s eyes sparkled when she opened the little tin box and 
saw the lovely flowers lying there! “Why, Daisiana, dear,”’ she cried, 
‘where did you get these beautiful things? I had no idea that arbutus 

grew around here.” 


“They are 
| growing in Tin Can 
Patch,” Daisiana 


answered shyly. 
“That’s where we 
live, and we found 
them under the dead 
leaves this morning.” 

“Tin Can 
Patch!” Teacher ex- 
claimed in surprise. 
“Why, isn’t that the 
old town ash dump? 
Surely no trailing ar- 
butus could grow 
there in all those 
ashes.” 

the ashes 
aren't there now,” 
Daisiana told her. 
““Darleen and I shov- 
eled them all up and 
threw them into the 
BEAUTIFUL' ld quarry pit. Then 

we dug and dug, 
trying to find the treasure the farm lady told us was buried there.” 

Teacher looked so amazed at all this that Darleen hastened to 
explain: “The fairies helped us shovel ashes and dig for treasure. 
Every night they helped us, Teacher. I know they did, because my 
poems I left on the thorn bush were always gone in the morning. The 
fairies took them, Teacher. I know they did.” 
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“You darlings!’’ said Teacher, and she put an arm around each 
of the two little girls and gave them a kiss apiece. Then she filled the 
little brown bowl with water and carefully arranged the lovely 
flowers in it. 

Teacher lived with a charming lady who had a big, pleasant 
house with many rooms, 
but no boys and girls to 
play inthem. The charm- 
ing lady was lonely some- 
times in her big house 
without any boys and 
girls, and that was why 
she had asked Teacher to 
come and stay with her 
there. 

Teacher went home 
at supper time, taking her 
little bunch of trailing ar- 
butus blossoms. When 
the charming lady saw 
the flowers her eyes 
brightened and she held 
out her hands for them. 

“Oh, the precious 
darlings!” she said. “I 
haven’t seen any since | 
was a little girl in Massa- 
chusetts—and I loved 


WHY. them so. Where did you 


RET ‘THESE’ BEAUTIFUL THINS get these?” 
So Teacher sat down 
to her supper and told about Daisiana and Darleen, and Tin Can 
Patch, and the treasure, and the fairies, and the poems on the thorn 
bush. When she had finished, the charming lady smiled and said to 
the gentleman who sat opposite her at the table, “Larry, we must drive 
over that way some evening. I would so like to see trailing arbutus 
again, growing under the dry leaves.” 

That was what the charming lady said; but what she was really 
thinking was how much she would like to see those two little girls who 
hunted for treasure in Tin Can Patch, who believed in fairies, and 
hung poems on thorn bushes. 

But the trailing arbutus had bloomed its sweetest and faded be- 
fore the charming lady came in her automobile to see it. By that time, 
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though, Tin Can Patch was lovely with violets, all kinds of violets, 
from the biggest, deep blue ones to the tiniest, sweetest white ones. 
There were pale pink anemones too, and little blue quaker-ladies— 
whole fairy companies of them—and gay red and yellow columbines 
nodding to the hepaticas and the trilliums. Tin Can Patch was truly 
a garden of delight now, all carpeted with thick green grass that was 
like velvet. Even the old, old apple tree where Daisiana and Darleen 
loved to sit had flung out one whole branch full of the loveliest pink 
and white blossoms. If that wasn’t magic I’d like to know what is 
magic. 

Daisiana and Darleen were so shy that they could only smile 
when Teacher told them she had brought some friends of hers to see 
how Tin Can Patch had 
been changed to a place 
of fairy loveliness. So 
Daisiana and Darleen 
showed them everything, 
all the sweetness that nod- 
ded and blossomed now 
in Tin Can Patch. 

“Only we don’t call 
it Tin Can Patch any 
more,” said Daisiana. 
“We call it Treasure 
Garden now. We chris- 
tened it yesterday when 
we found that branch of 
lovely blossoms on our 
dear old apple tree.” 

where is the 
thorn tree,” asked the 
charming lady, “the thorn 
tree that sometimes has ~ 
poems blossoming on it? 
You don’t suppose a poem 
might be blooming there 
now, do you?” 

Darleen blushed rosy 
red when the charming lady took her hand and said, “‘Let’s go see.” 
So they two wandered off together to the thorn bush, while Daisiana 
showed the others where little morning-glory vines were coming up 
around some old tree stumps and how the clematis, sometimes called 
traveler’s joy, had started to grow along the old stone wall. The wild 
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roses were budding, and there were going to be heaps and heaps of 
daisies and buttercups. 

“Dear, dear! There isn’t a single’ poem here. I’m so disap- 
pointed!”’ exclaimed the charming lady, trying to look sad and to 
smile at the same time. 

“T’'m sorry,” Darleen explained, “‘but the fairies were so greedy 
they took them all. Never mind, I'll write one for you if you really 


want me 46. My head is so full of them all the time, Teacher says 


COME, DAISIANA AND DARLEEN, AND TURN | 
OUR, BIG LONELY H°USE INT? FAIRYLAN 


there isn’t enough room for arithmetic and spelling.” 

“Oh,” said the charming lady, “I should love a poem that’s been 
written all for me. I shall ride over again soon to see if it is finished.” 

“T’'ll put you in the poem, with flowers in your hand. They’ll 
be pink arbutus flowers, and you'll have pink coral earrings in your 
ears just as you have now.” Darleen’s very blue eyes gazed up with 
dreamy admiration at the charming lady, who said, “How sweet!” 
with a soft little catch in her voice. 

Across the velvety grass came the gentleman called Larry. 
Daisiana was with him, her hand in his. “My dear,” asked Larry, 


““can’t we take these two little ones for a ride?” 


= BX OV 4 


WEE WISDOM 9 


So that was how it all began, in violet time, when Tin Can patch 
was becoming more and more a fairy garden. After that the charming 
lady came often in her motor car, to watch all the sweetness that was 
budding and blossoming there day by day. Daisiana and Darleen 
always had some new beauty to show to her and to the gentleman 
called Larry. There were the marshy spots where cat-tails grew tall 
and hid the ugliness of the old quarry. Along the ditch near by, for- 
get-me-nots opened their sweet eyes. Then there was the joy of seeing 
the first honey bees and the first butterflies that blundered, bewildered, 
into this paradise of loveliness which once had been only a dump for 
ashes and tin cans. One could scarcely blame the dears for being 
surprised—it was such a change. 


Chapter VIII 


One evening in wild rose time, a motor car swung up in front of 
the wee house and the new friends got out. They had a picnic basket, 
and they and the two girls had a fine supper out under the old apple 
tree. Tin Can Patch was full of sweet odors, and some little birds 
were singing their good night song to a rosy sunset. With a contented 
sigh the charming lady leaned back against the old apple tree. 

“This is quite the loveliest place. If I were a fairy I should 
certainly choose this for my happy home. Fairyland can’t be more 
beautiful.” 

“Oh, but the fairies are here already,”’ said Darleen eagerly. 
““We know they have moved in because we find the fairy rings in the 
mornings where they’ve been dancing at night.” 

“*But how about the treasure>?”’ Larry asked. ‘‘Aren’t you rather 
disappointed not to have found it after all your shoveling and digging >” 

“No,” Daisiana answered, “we really never think about it any 
more. All the lovely new things in Tin Can Patch make us too sur- 
prised and happy.” 

‘The charming lady sat up suddenly and held out her arms. 
“Darleen and Daisiana,”’ she said, “do you think you could leave all 
this fairyland here and come to live in our big house in town, with 
Larry and me? Do you think you could love me well enough to call 
me Mamma Madge and—” 

“And me Daddy Larry? Come, Daisiana and Darleen, and 
turn our big lonely house into fairyland just as you have done with 
Tin Can Patch. We need two little girls to buy pretty new frocks 
= and gold necklaces, and strings of beads—and—and pink para- 
sols— 

“And bottles of ink, and stacks of writing paper, and bunches of 
pencils,” finished Madge, the charming lady, looking straight into 
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Darleen’s very blue eyes, which kept getting wider and wider with 
surprise and excitement. 

“Why, that’s the treasure, all those things,” the two little girls 
fairly screamed, “the treasure the farm lady said we'd find if we dug 
in Tin Can Patch!” Before they realized what had happened 
Daisiana was sitting on Daddy Larry’s knee, and the charming lady’s 
arms were folded tightly around Darleen. 

“You won't be losing your fairy garden here, my darlings,” 
Mamma Madge promised. “‘We’ll drive over nearly every day to see 
what loveliness has bloomed here. We'll take Nurse Meg with us; 
she shall have new dresses and pretty white aprons, and never again 
will she have to scrub floors or do hard labor—nothing harder than 
darning little girls’ socks.” 

“Yes, indeed,” added Daddy Larry, “we shall take good care of 
Nurse Meg who has worked so hard for our two little daughters until 
we could come to claim them.” 

So, by and by when the old nurse came home from scrubbing 
factory offices, they all got into the big automobile and rode swiftly 
away in it to a new life. Tin Can Patch, lovely, silent, fragrant, was 
left to the falling dew and the fairies. And what a night of celebration 
and merrymaking the fairies made of it! Tin Can Patch was now 
theirs, in sole possession. Darleen was right. They had moved in, 
bag and baggage, even to the king’s own particular pink-lined toadstool. 

When the rose-gold dawn began to steal into Tin Can Patch, the 
king of the fairies, wearied with frolicking and dancing, sat down to 
rest under his pink toadstool. He was tired, but blissfully happy, as 
he looked out over his new kingdom. 

“Titania Mab,” he said softly to his little wife, the fairy queen, 
who was swinging in her clematis cradle just above him, “Titania 
Mab, there is no one else in the whole world so marvelous or so wise 


as you!” 
TIN 
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Billy’s big brother Ben had joined the Boy Scouts, and of course 
Billy was disappointed when Ben said that Billy was too young to 
join too, for Billy always wanted to go wherever Ben went. 

““Never mind,” Ben told him, “any one can have Scout manners 
and live up to Scout rules. Even a little boy can be honest, brave, 
loyal, and trustworthy and try to do a good turn every day.” 

Billy knew that Ben was right, but still it seemed that there would 
be little fun in being a Scout all by oneself, with no one to know about 
the nice things one did. Of course Billy was always honest, and he 
was brave when there was need to be, so those things were easy. 

As Billy walked down the dusty street, looking for something 
pleasant to do, he met Mrs. Grey with her two children. Little Jimmie 
was fretting and dragging at his mother’s skirt and little Sara cried 
loudly as she was wheeled along. Mrs. Grey looked very tired. 

“Good morning, Mrs. Grey. Where have you been already this 
morning inquired Billy politely. 

“T have not been anywhere yet,” Mrs. Grey replied. “I started 
to town, but the street car was so full and the children were so cross 
that I just decided to give it up and to come home. I do wish that | 
could find some one to leave the children with. Tomorrow is Mr. 
Grey’s birthday and I must get him a birthday present.” Mrs. Grey 
stopped a moment. “I wonder if you would stay with Jimmie and 
Sara, Billy? I always feel that they are safe when you are with them. 
Could you, Billy >” 

Billy liked Mrs. Grey; she was always doing nice things for him. 
He liked Mr. Grey too, and Billy knew how he himself would feel if 
his birthday came around and there were no birthday presents. 

“All right, Mrs. Grey,” Billy answered, “I don’t mind staying. 
I wasn’t going anywhere, anyway,” he added. 

After Mrs. Grey had gone to town Jimmy and Sara went to 
sleep, and it was so quiet that Billy was dozing, when a shout awoke 
him. Leaning over the fence were the boys that Billy played with. 

“Say, hurry up,” called his chum, Tom. “We are going down 
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to the fire station to watch the firemen wash the fire engine. We 
stopped at your house and your mother said that you might go. Chief 
Bangs has promised to let us help polish the brass if we will be careful. 
Come on!” 

Billy looked at the sleeping children. How he did want to go! 
It was not often that the boys were allowed to go into the fire station, 


“We're going down to the fire station.” 


and to be allowed to help polish the brass on the engine was indeed 
an honor. If only he had not said that he would take care of Jimmie 
and Sara! 

“T can’t go, boys,” said Billy. “I promised Mrs. Grey that I 
would look after Jimmie and Sara while she went to town.” 

“Oh, come on!” exclaimed Tom. “We are going to have the 
greatest time. Mr. Bangs is even going to take us riding in his red 
car afterward. Come on. Just let Jimmie and Sara sleep there, and 
ask one of the neighbors to look out the window every little while and 
see that they are all right. Mrs. Grey will never know the difference.” 

Billy shook his head. “*You fellows run on,” he replied. “When 
I take a job I finish it up right.” 

The boys went on and Billy was left alone. He was so lonely 
that he felt as if he could not bear staying with the babies while the 
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rest of the boys were having a good time. ‘The children slept on and 
on until Billy wished that he had taken Tom’s advice and left them 
while he had his fun. As it was, no one would even know that he had 
missed a good time. It was late when Mrs. Grey came home and 
Billy was free to go. Even Mrs. Grey’s happy thanks and the big 
sack of candy that she brought him did not ease his disappointment. 

As Billy came into his own yard Ben ran to meet him. 

“Say, Billy, you are a lucky one all right,” he cried. ‘You have 
been elected mascot of our troop. That’s some honor, believe me!” 

““Why—why, Ben, what is that?” Billy asked. 

“Oh, you see, all the troops have mascots. A mascot is some- 
thing that is supposed to bring good luck. Most of the troops have 
animals but we wanted to be different, so we thought we would have 
a boy about your size. One of the fellows went by Mrs. Grey’s while 
Tom was coaxing you to leave Mrs. Grey’s babies and go to the fire 
station, and at the meeting he got up and told every one all! about it. 
All the boys thought that you were a pretty good scout and they just 
voted you in as mascot, as easy as anything. Being mascot is almost 
as good as being a real Scout. You will have a suit just like mine and 
you will get to go on all the trips we take.” 

Billy was silent for a little while, then he drew a long breath. 
“Ben,” he said, “it does pay to live up to Scout manners and to be 
trustworthy even if one does think that no one will ever find it out.” 


My mind is full of happiness, 
Although you cannot con it. 
My box is full of loveliness; 
It holds my Easter bonnet. 


ps 
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A COAT AND A HAT FOR MARY ELIZABETH 


You can make a coat and a hat for Mary Elizabeth that will look 
quite nice. The belief that one can do a thing well helps one to 
do it well. 

First cut the patterns; then you can tell how much material you 
will need. Use the first dress pattern as a guide and make only the 

changes suggested by the out- 
side dotted lines shown on dia- 
gram |. Fold your paper and 
cut your pattern double at the 
shoulders. Cut the front of the 
neck a very little bit lower than 
the back. Cut another pattern 
B like that part of diagram | 
marked A. This is for a facing 
for each side of the coat where 
it opens down the front. Cut a 
pattern like that part of diagram 
1 marked B. This should be 
about 4 inches wide, more or 
less, according to Mary Eliza- 
beth’s size, and long enough to 
“i go around the neck of the coat 
| and allow one end to drop more - 
\/ than half way to the bottom of 

Di AOTA IN { the coat in the front, the other 
end to be thrown over the shoul- 

der and allowed to drop about half way down the back. 

Next we shall make a pattern for the hat. The part of diagram 
2 marked C is the crown; the part marked D is the brim. Cut the 
pattern for the brim first. Double a paper and begin to cut on either 
of the long lines from the fold. Make it just long enough to fit closely 
around Mary Elizabeth’s head and allow for a seam. Cut C as wide 


“BUSY? \ 
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at the bottom as 14 of the length of the brim, allowing for a seam on 
each edge. This piece is only a bit longer than it is wide. 

Now that the patterns are cut, we shall lay them out on some 
material that we have, or on a paper to see how much material will 
be _ We shall need two pieces like B, four like C, and two 
like D. 

A woolen material should be used for the coat and either silk or 
wool for the hat. Select some pretty color. Place all your patterns 
on the cloth, pin them securely, and cut out the pieces very carefully. 

We shall make the coat first. Lay away the hat material so that 
it will not become frayed or wrinkled. Cut the coat open down the 
center of the front from the neck to the hem. 

Baste the facings on the fronts (right sides to- 

gether), and stitch in a small seam down the 

front. Turn back facings and baste along the ‘ 

seamed edge on the right side so that both sides 

are even. Turn under the other edge of facing 
about 14 of an inch and stitch this edge, but do 
not sew it to the coat. Make a seam under the 
arms about 14 of an inch wide, snip tiny 
notches in the edges of these seams, and press 
the seams open. Turn under about 14 of an 
inch all around the bottom, and stitch. Then 
turn up the hem and baste it. On the right side 
of the coat, beginning at the neck, make a row 
of stitching about 1g of an inch from the edge, 
down the front, around the bottom, and up the 
other side of the to right 
side of the bottom of each sleeve stitch a piece ' 

of the material about 1!4 inches wide; seam, Diagramé 
turn back, and baste an even edge, then blind stitch down. Turn 
these pieces back to form cuffs. Tack the cuffs to the sleeves in a 
few places to hold the cuffs in place. Stitch the scarf piece together 
at ends and sides, except a space near the center of one side long 
enough to attach the scarf to the neck of the coat. Turn the piece 
right side out through this opening. Hold the wrong side of the coat 
neck next to one raw edge of the scarf; baste evenly and stitch. Turn 
in the other edge of the scarf and baste on the seam and blind stitch 
down. Lay a slightly dampened cloth over the coat and press on 
the wrong side with a hot iron. Put the coat on Mary Elizabeth and 
find the right place for a snap at the neck. Sew one snap on the neck 
and another on the left side of the coat, to keep the scarf over the 


shoulder. 
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We are ready now to make the hat. Cut four crown pieces like 
the pattern marked C. Double your material and cut two brim pieces 
like the piece marked D. Baste each of these pieces on some very 
thin muslin and cut out. Seam two of the crown pieces together; 
then seam up the other two, and then seam these two pieces together. 
Seam together the ends of the two brim pieces, then baste the brim 
pieces together with right sides in, and seam around the outer edge. 
Turn to right side and place the brim around the crown with a seam of 
the crown in the center front of the brim, another seam opposite at the 
seam of the brim and sew in a narrow 
seam. Make a lining like the crown 
from some thin, soft silk. Turn the hat 
-and the lining wrong side in, and pin 
the seams of lining to crown seams; turn 
under edge of lining, tack at seams of 
crown, and whip down so that no raw 
edges show. Fasten lining to hat at 
seams. Do this with tiny stitches that do 
not show on right side. Turn back the 
brim so that it is just in the right place 
to look chic, and tack it from the under 
side in just enough places to hold it (see 
diagram 3). If you wish to, you can 

. sew a little flower to one side or tack a 

. little feather across the brim. 
aor acm Now Mary Elizabeth is all ready 
to go for a walk, or to go visiting, or to 
go to her little friends’ homes to tea. Doesn't she look nice, and aren’t 
you glad that you have learned to make all these different parts of a 
wardrobe? Your having made them will make sewing on larger gar- 

ments for yourself much easier. 


MY CAT 
I. ©. &. 


This is my cat. Sue But nose and ears 
His collar, eyes, Fo" And whiskers fat 
May make him seem Tell me the truth— 
A scholar wise. 


He is my cat! 


| 
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For the Little. 


Tint sky blue; vegetables in field, light green; earth, light brown; 
house, red or brown; fence, dark green; crow, black; blossoms, pink; 


scarecrow’s suit, dark brown. Mix a little red with green to make brown. 
Tint fence post and rail dark brown. 
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Dear Boys and Girls: 
beauty, flowers gay, and happy birds. 
streams, in winds that drive the downy clouds along the sky, 


in altered place of earth to sun that gives us longer days. 


from girls to women. It sings of life, that life divine that res- 
cued Jesus from the grave. 


good that you send forth. 


power to do great things. 


time to God’s own song of love. 
hearts, always. 


torrid summer, mellow autumn, icy winter, changeful spring, 
the song flows on. 


places and all space. It is the breath of living things. It is 
the life of God. 


The lovely Easter month again has come; it brings green 
Easter is a song within the heart. 
The Easter song sings of God’s activity in whispering 


The song sings of life that changes you from boys to men, 


It sings of peace and joy; of sure return to you of all the 
It sings of health, of courage; of strength to undertake, of 


When hope arises in your breast, you hear the song. 
When love leads you to do a tender act, you then keep 


The song sings always in your heart. It sings in all 


This is the season when we closely listen to the song, but, 


It is the song of songs, the voice of God that fills all 


With love, 
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Dear Boys and Girls: 
We are very happy to have you send us so many stories and poems; 
we read all of them and greatly enjoy them. We can publish only one 
story or a poem from each boy or girl, as we are trying to give each 
reader of Wee Wisdom an opportunity to have a story or poem pub- 
lished on the Young Authors pages. 

All stories and poems to be published in June Wee Wisdom must 
be in our office by April 1. 

Please do not send us anything that you have copied. Send us 
your own work; that is what we like. 


The Editor. 


APRIL 
By Mae TESELLE (9 years) 
Willow Creek, Mont. 
April, April, April sweet, 
Bringing flowers beneath our feet. 
April is coming, April is here, 
April! April! April dear. 


JUNE’S MOTTO 
By EpYTHE ROSENBERGER (11 years) 
Buffalo, N. Y. 

“Oh, dear!” sighed June, “I simply can’t get this example.” 

It seemed as though everything had gone wrong with the little 
girl that day. Miss White, her teacher, would soon call for June’s 
paper. June did not know what to do. 

“What is the matter>’’ asked a kind voice. 

June looked around. Sylvia was speaking. 

“Oh, Sylvia, could you help me with this example >” 

“June, did you ever hear of God?’’ Sylvia asked. “If you ask 
Him to help you I’m sure He will.” 
“Oh, yes, Sylvia, I certainly will.” 


19 
Sick 
1 4 
BAF 

| 


20 WEE WISDOM 


June did ask God to help her. In a few minutes Miss White 
came to the little girl and explained the hard example. 

That night when June reached home, she thanked God for being 
so kind. 


June decided to make a motto. Here is what it said: “God 
helps me.” 


EASTER 


By Atmyra (10 years) 
Oakland, Calif. 


Easter brings the daffodil 
While the April breezes thrill, 
And she brings the lily white 
Like a fairy in the night. 


_Easter day, as each child knows, 
Is the day our Christ arose; 
Therefore every girl and boy 
Should be bubbling o’er with joy. 


THE SHORT WAY 
By Hope LarimMoreE 
Winfield, Kans. 


Fannie and her twin sister, Annie, were walking home from 
school. The day was bitter cold, and the wind blew so hard they 
could scarcely walk against it. 

“Oh, dear me!”’ said Fannie, “we still have six blocks to go. Oh, 
what shall we do?” 

“There, there,” comforted Annie. ““They are short blocks, and 
think of the nice warm fireplace at home.” 

Fannie smiled, and the last six blocks seemed much shorter than 
the first two had seemed. 


WHIRLWIND 


By CHARLES RICKERT FILLMORE (6 years) 
Unity Farm 


Whirlwind, twirlwind, where do you go? 
Whirlwind, twirlwind, stop and sow! 
Whirlwind, twirlwind, hurry and stay ; 
You get bolder and bolder every day. 
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TAKING CARE OF PETS 


By Lots ZEIN (10 years) 
Rickey, Mont. 


I have three little calves. Two are red and one is black with 
white spots on his face. Their names are Jean Elizabeth, Billy Brown, 
and Whiskers. Jean Elizabeth is my pet. When I go to put the calves 
into the shed at night Jean Elizabeth follows me around. I go into 
the shed and she follows me in. Then I turn around quickly and get 
out. I feed the calves in the morning and at night. 


MOTHER 


By MiLprep Raper (11 years) 
Baldwyn, Miss. 


God made a wonderful mother, 
A mother who never grows old. 
He made her eyes of sunshine, 

And mounted her heart with pure gold. 
In her hair he placed bright shining stars, 
In her heart, pure diamonds you see. 

God made a wonderful mother, 
And he gave that mother to me. 


ROBIN 


By ELEANOR NICHOLS 
E| Monte, Calif. 


I saw him on the ground, 
Then on a tree, 
Flipping his tail 

As happy as could be. 


I stood and listened 
To hear him sing, 
But he just flipped his tail 
And then took wing. 
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Kenora,Ont.,Canada 


Downy little duckling, 
Swimming in the pond, 

Be careful, lest of roving 
You should grow too fond. 


THE PRAYER OF FAITH 


Wee Wisdom readers who wish to help others can do 
so by saying this prayer for them. 


God is my help in every need; 

God does my every hunger feed; 

God walks beside me, guides my way 
Through every moment of the day. 


I now am wise, I now am true, 

Patient, kind, and loving, too. 

All things I am, can do, and be, 
Through Christ, the Truth that is in me. 


God is my health, I can’t be sick; 

God is my stren?th, unfailing, quick; 
God is my all; I know no fear, 

Since God and love and Truth are here. 


—Hannah More Kohaus. 
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EDNA JAYNES 


The moon is the mother of all 
the stars; 
She lets them go out to play, 
And when they are tired she 
takes them in, 
And makes them sleep all day. 
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“Until next winter, begone!”” commanded Mother Weather 
Queen, kissing Jolly Snow Man good-by. 

““Good-by,”’ called Jolly Snow Man, as he melted and ran into 
little puddles down in the gutter. 

“Come, Princess Spring, it is time to make the world beautiful!” 
called Mother Weather Queen. 

“Your Majesty, I will do your bidding,” answered Princess 
Spring. Her long robes of misty white floated in the balmy breeze as 
she knelt before Mother Weather Queen. 

“By the wayside, over the hilltops, in the valleys, and in the gar- 
dens, fruit trees and flowers are sleeping,” exclaimed Mother Weather 
Queen, waving her shiny wand over the head of Princess Spring. “‘It 
is blossom time. They should be awake!” 

“Your Highness, I hasten to obey,” replied Princess Spring 
sweetly, as she floated gracefully into the air. 

Away she flew! First she flew to the plum trees, snugly sleeping 
in their winter cradles. 

“Plum trees! Plum trees! Wake up! Wake up!” called 
Princess Spring. 

But the sleepy trees slept on. 

“T’ll wake them,” bragged Cold North Wind, blustering by, 
trying to find an excuse to remain longer. 

“Begone, silly fellow! The trees have slept too long already,” 
cried Princess Spring impatiently. 

Then Cold North Wind blew away with a loud shrieking sound. 

Baby White Cloud, passing by, caught sight of Princess Spring 
and dropped down upon her shoulder. 

“T will wake them up,” whispered Baby White Cloud. 

“You may try, Baby White Cloud,” laughed Princess Spring. 

Then Baby White Cloud cried, and cried, and cried. 

it’s raining!” exclaimed travelers who were passing along the 
roadside, and they hurriedly raised their umbrellas. 

But the sleepy trees slept on. 
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“Cry harder, Baby White Cloud,” encouraged Princess Spring. 

Then Baby White Cloud puffed out his little cheeks, and cried, 
and cried, and cried. 

Plum Tree! awake!”’ cried Baby White Cloud. 

“He is! Heis! You have awakened Plum Tree. I am proud 
of you, Baby White Cloud,” cried Princess Spring, patting Baby 
White Cloud on top of his cloudy head. 

“T can shed a few more tears,” bragged Baby White Cloud, 
giving another big puff that sent a few scattering drops pattering to the 
ground. 

“Let me try to wake the other trees,” begged a voice behind 
Baby White Cloud. 

“Good South Wind, you may try,” answered Princess Spring, 
sweetly. ““Thank you,” she called to Baby White Cloud as he spread 
his wings to join the other white clouds that were floating by. 

Good South Wind blew and blew and blew—but the sleepy 
trees slept on. 

By noon, Merry Sunshine, one of Mother Weather Queen’s best 
workers, had joined Princess Spring and Good South Wind. 

Princess Spring called and called and called. 

Good South Wind blew and blew and blew. 

Merry Sunshine danced and danced and danced. He tickled 
and tickled and tickled the tree tops, but the sleepy trees slept on. 

““What shall we do?” cried the princess in despair. 

“Mother Weather Queen would not give us work that we could 
not do,” reasoned Good South Wind, scattering little breezes in all 
directions. 

“You are right, Good South Wind. Let us sing and rejoice,” 
answered the princess and she started to sing a happy song. 

“Let us try, try again,” laughed Merry Sunshine, as he sent a 
shower of dancing sunbeams down upon the sleeping trees. 
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Suddenly there was a quiver, a stir in the orchards, by the way- 
side, over the hilltops, down in the valleys, and in the gardens. 

Slowly the trees lifted their heavy, sleepy heads. 

““They’re awake! They’re awake!’’ whispered the princess. 

“They're awake! They’re awake!” shouted Good South Wind. 

“They're awake! They’re awake!” laughed Merry Sunshine. 

“Come, gentle raindrops, there is work for you to do,” called 
Princess Spring. 

“Pit-a-patter! Pit-pit-pit! Pat-pat-pat-patter!”’ whispered the 
raindrops, answering the call of Princess Spring. 

The raindrops fell by the wayside, in the orchards, over the hill- 
tops, down in the valleys, and in the gardens. “There was a down- 
pour, and Merry Sunshine and the little sunbeams hid their happy 
smiling faces behind 
Silver Gray Cloud. 

“Welcome, gen- 
tle raindrops!” ex- 
claimed Grandfather 
Apple Tree, shaking 
his branches and 
bathing his face in 
the cool raindrops. 

“Wake up! 
Wake up! Up! 
Up! Up!” called 
Sir Robin from the 
{ top of a peach tree 
down in the valley. 
a “T am glad to be 


ae 


A awake, Sir Robin,” 


laughed the peach 


tree, stretching his 
Cold North Wind blew away. branches and enjoy- 
ing a yawn. 

Rested by their long nap, the trees answered the call of Princess 
Spring and her workmen; they began dressing themselves in the beau- 
tiful garments that Mother Weather Queen had woven for them. 

At first there was but a faint outline of green, but ere long there 
was a vision of pink and white along the wayside, over the hilltops, 
down in the valleys, and in the gardens. 

Travelers passing along the road exclaimed in delight: “See the 
fruit trees in bloom! Smell the fragrant flowers! Hear the robins 
singing! ‘Truly it is springtime.” 


> 
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presi radiate sunshine to all the world. 

Motto—lI speak only good words. 

Club pin—Three wise monkeys, signifying: “I see no evil, hear 
no evil, and speak no evil.” A club pin will be given to each member 
when he has written four monthly letters to the secretary, telling her 
how he has kept the pledge, and sent in one subscription to Wee 
Wisdom. 

Requirement for membership—A simple request addressed to the 
secretary of the Good Words-Booster club, 917 Tracy, Kansas City, 
Mo. 

Reports and letters—A\lll letters and club reports must be sent to 
the Good Words-Booster club secretary. 

Letters from readers of Wee Wisdom will be published on these 
pages. 

For the readers who wish to correspond—lIf the reader to whom 
you write does not answer, write again, or write to other readers. 


Dear Boys and Girls: 


I receive so many interesting letters from you and I am so happy 

~ over your efforts to keep the club pledge and over your progress in 
using true words, that I wish I had room in these pages to publish 
every one of your letters. Of course I cannot do that because there 
are too many of them. Each month I try to select from the letters 


those that will be most helpful to all of us, or letters that are especially 
interesting. 


Secretary. 


Dear Secretary—Thank you for your letter admitting me into the club. 
I am trying hard to keep the rules, and not to use ugly words. I find that the 
club is helping me a great deal. I often long to use an ugly word, but I stop 
myself. Sometimes some one comes to me and says that I have to do something 
that I do not want to do, but something that I should do. I start to say, 
““Oh,—! I am not going to,” but I remember and stop myself at ““Oh,”’ and 
say, ‘all right,’’ and I get up and do what I am asked to do.—Phyllis Sampson. 
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Phyllis is learning self-control. Let us get still and send her a thought 
of strength and courage, for we must have both of these qualities to learn 
se!f-control. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I like Wee Wisdom magazine because everything 
in it is interesting. I take it to school with me and it helps me in my studies 
and in everything that I do. Thank you for the help your prayers have given 
me and for the good thoughts I get from Wee Wisdom. I saw my poem in 
the November number. Thank you for publishing it. Please continue your 
prayers for my school work, especially ancient history.—Mary Elizabeth Peachey. 

We have been glad to put your name on the list, Mary Elizabeth, 
and we know that the Father is making all your lessons plain to you. 

Dear Booster Clubh—How I love to be a member of our club! Good 
words help me to make many persons happy, and to know that others are happy 
makes me happy too. I am glad I joined the club. I love to use good words. 
It seems that every one loves me and that I love every one else. I close, with 
love and happiness in my heart.—Dora Buschman. 


Dora is learning what true happiness is. 


Dear Editor—I, am trying to keep my Good Words-Booster club pledge. 
I correct myself every time I say anything unkind. Our school teacher had us 
make resolutions for the new year. One of mine was, “I resolve to keep my 


Good Words-Booster club pledge.”,-—Donna Mae Hoy. 
Donna’s way of correcting herself is a good one. Shall we all try it? 


Dear Wee Wisdom—I like Wee Wisdom more than ever since I joined 
the Good Words-Booster club. The Prayer of Faith helps me in my school 
work. I give my magazines to others, so that they may be helped.—Beverley 
Jean Blaesy. 

Beverley Jean is a true booster. The readers of Wee Wisdom can 
add thousands of boys and girls to their numbers by passing their Wee Wis- 
doms on to their friends, after they have finished reading them. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I had a birthday party today and we had a good 
time. I like my Wee Wisdom. The Prayer of Faith has helped me much. My — 
mother reads to me and we like to sing. I like my dog, Jack. He is always 
near me and we play together.—Mary Louise Henschel. 

We are glad that you had a happy birthday, Mary Louise, and we 
should like to have been there. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I know The Prayer of Faith. I say it every night 
before I go to sleep. I am going to send in a gift subscription to Wee Wisdom 
for my chum, Eleanor. She reads my copes of the magazine and likes Wee 
Wisdom very much. I try to use only good words.—Lucile Thompson. 

Lucile is showing the Good Words-Booster club spirit by bringing 
her chum into the Wee Wisdom family. We shall be glad to we!come 
Eleanor, Lucile. 


Dear Secretary—I enjoy the stories in Wee Wisdom. They have helped 
me much. I have learned the Prayer of Faith and I say it every night. I 
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like Blanche’s Corner and ““Timmy’s Gift.”” I have a paper route. I am 
eager to earn money and to please my customers.—Fred Decker. 


To please your customers is one of the best possible ways to increase 
your business, Fred. And of course if you increase your business you will 
earn more money. Remember, “God is my help in every need.” 


Dear Editor—I get Wee Wisdom every month and I like it. Our teacher 
asked us to please bring some magazines to school so we could have a magazine 
table. I took Wee Wisdom. All the children liked it. My teacher liked 
it too. There are thirty-five boys and girls in our room. When we are through 
with our work, we can go and get Wee Wisdom to read.—Elizabeth F. Mellor. 


Elizabeth has introduced thirty-four boys and girls to Wee Wisdom. 
We are sure that when these boys and girls learn to know Wee Wisdom 
they will want it for their very own. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—I want to tell you what The Prayer of Faith did 
for my grandma and me. My aunt wrote that my grandmother, who is ninety- 
four, was sick. Every night I said The Prayer of Faith for her. Yesterday 
my mother got a letter saying that my grandmother was able to go downstairs. 
I had to go to the hospital, and when I thought I couldn’t stand the pain, I 
said The Prayer of Faith. I know that God made me well. I love Wee 
Wisdom.—Dorothy Louise Squires. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I like Wee Wisdom very much. When I read it, 
it makes me feel just as if I were talking to God. One time I lost a ring. 
I said The Prayer of Faith and I found the ring.—Betty Tait. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—Wee Wisdom has helped me very much. Last 
summer I had to go to a dentist. I dreaded it, but I asked God to help 
me not to be afraid and for the dentist not to hurt me. The dentist was very 
kind and I was not afraid. When I came home I thanked God for helping me. 
Last fall my cousin was very ill. I asked God to heal her and she got well. 
Wee Wisdom has helped me to believe in God and to be truthful and kind. 
—Alice Griffith. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I have read Wee Wisdom ever since I first learned 
to read, and I have enjoyed the stories very much. I have said The Prayer 
of Faith since I was quite small. I have had much trouble at school with 
drawing; I could not get a grading above C. Mamma told me to say The 
Prayer of Faith. I did and my drawing improved until this year I won first 
prize. I hope that other children use The Prayer of Faith to help with their 
— work. I am renewing my Wee Wisdom subscription.—Virginia Craw- 
ford. 

Dorothy and Betty and Alice and Virginia have learned that God is 
their help in every need. They have asked Him to help others as well as 
themselves, and He has answered them. 


Dear Secretary—I belong to the Good Words-Booster club. The Prayer 
of Faith has helped me very much at school. Every time I start to say a 
word that would make others unhappy, I say to myself: ““Am I not in the 


Good Words-Booster club and is it not my duty to keep the pledge >’’—Ro- 
berta Cook. 


Roberta finds the Good Words-Booster club pledge a friendly helper. 
Anything that helps us to remember to be kind is good, isn’t it? 
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Dear Editor—I like your magazine very much and I read it all. I say 
The Prayer of Faith every day. My brother was sick. I said The Prayer of 
Faith ten times and he got better.—James P. Rogers. 

When we pray, and believe that our prayers will be answered, they 


do bring results, as you have seen, James. 


READERS WHO WISH TO CORRESPOND WITH OTHER READERS 

Mary Harshner, 1201 Peach st., Alameda, Calif.; Mildred Parker, 
3267 Arroyo Seco, Los Angeles, Calif.; Guinevere Isaac, 34 Ellerton rd., 
Wandsworth Common, S. W. 18, London, England; Roger Durgin, Golden 
Rule Farm, Hill, N. H.; Mary Lilgannon, 500 24th ave. S., St. Petersburg, 
Fla.; Joe Gates, route 1, box 106, Paragould, Ark.; Betty Jane Vollmar, 1505 
Woodburn st., Milwaukee, Wis.; Charlotte Smith, Meadow ranch, Rawlins, 
Wyo.; Eleanor M. Nelson, route 3, box 175, Duluth, Minn.; Mary Caroline 
Stults (14 years), c/o Guaranty Trust co., 143 Rue des Italiens, Paris, 
France; Inez Oswald, Coweta, Okla.; Edith Andera, Pukwana, S. Dak.; 
Iona Hockin (11 years), box 171, Big Valley, Alta., Canada; Vincent 
Lawrence (10 years), route 1, box 76, Stamford, N. Y.; Ryosuke Shono 
(17 years), Temoji, Sumiyoushi, Osaka, Japan; June Marie Allen (11 years), 
box 41, Oil Hill, Kans.; Alice Pollard, 3185 Home ave., Dayton, Ohio; 
Lora E. Denslinger (12 years), 207 West 7th st., The Dalles, Oregon. 

READERS WHO WISH THE PRAYERS OF OTHER READERS 

Jane Douglas: school work and health for mother; Inez Oswald: school 
work (arithmetic and civics) ; Joseph Levesey: that he may become a minister; 
Robert Davis: mother’s success and health for his brother and himself; Virginia 
Riegel; health for her turkey and for school work; Virginia M. Oxner: that she 
may become a better girl; Helen Amelia Kessler: school work; Barbara Young: 
to be freed from dandruff; Mary Cathryn Comer: for the return of her brother, 
to be a better girl, and for school work (arithmetic, history, and geography) ; 
Lora E. Denslinger: health; Vincent Massions: school work for self and Leota 
Wylie; Mildred Parker: prayers for her mother’s work; Lucile Lane: health; 
Elizabeth Peachey: school work. 


TABLE 


God ives to us our daily bread, 
And cares for us in every way. 

Upon the earth His blessin?s spread 
In plenty for us day by day. 
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LESSONS 


Lesson 2, Apri 8, 1928. 
THE RESURRECTION (EASTER LESSON).—Mark 16:1-20. 
GoLDEN TExT—Because I live, ye shall live also—John 14:19. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 


The Easter lesson brings to us the story of life—the life of God, that 
is in all His children. Most persons seem to believe that life lasts only a 
few years, but the true‘life of God never ends. ‘That is the life that we 
should know in our bodies. 

Jesus lived in the knowledge of the God life that was in Him. He 
said that when He spoke, it was the Father speaking through Him. He 
said that in all the great works that He did, it was the Father working in 
and through Him. By knowing all the time that He was one with God, 
Jesus built into His body the thought of the perfect God life; so He knew 
that no matter what men might do to His body, the God life would make 
it whole and perfect again. 

As true followers of Jesus Christ we must learn to hold the same 
thoughts about ourselves and our bodies. We are never separate from 
God, who is life, but unless we know our oneness with Him we do not 
show forth His life perfectly. Our failure to know that oneness is what 
causes sickness and weakness of every kind. 

We form our bodies by our thoughts and we keep them strong and 
healthy by thinking right thoughts. 

We may know the joy of keeping our thoughts fixed so firmly on 
God and His life that we can build perfection into our bodies. In that 
way we shall make the true Easter lesson a part of ourselves, and the 
Christ will be newly risen in us. 


LESSON QUESTIONS 


What teaching does the Easter lesson give us? 
How did Jesus build into His body the thought of the perfect God life ? 
What kind of thoughts should we hold about our bodies? 


How do we make the true Easter lesson a part of ourselves? 


LESSON THOUGHT—The newly risen Christ brings me new life and 
joy. 


WEE WISDOM 
MEMORY VERSE 


From out the grave the Christ arose, 
As tiny plant from dark earth grows. — 
His rising clearly teaches me 

That God life means eternity. 


Lesson 3, ApriL 15, 1928. 
TRANSFIGURATION AND SERVICE.—Mark 9:2-29. 


GOLDEN TEXT—He that abideth in me, and I in him, the same beai- 
eth much fruit: for apart from me ye can do nothing. —John 15:5. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 


We learn from Jesus’ going up into a high mountain that it is good to 
lift our thoughts above the mortal part of us to the spiritual. Jesus took 
with Him Peter (faith), James (wisdom), and John (love). When we 
take faith and wisdom and love to the highest spiritual place that we know 
then a change comes over us and our lives and our bodies become filled with 
the light of God’s beauty and understanding so that other people may see 
the light. 

We hear of a person’s eyes shining, or of his face beaming. This really 
means that we can see some of his God qualities shining out from within. 
As we grow closer and closer to the Father the light becomes greater, so 
we may see how bright it must have been about Jesus, who lived close to 
God all the time. 

Usually after we have lifted our thoughts to a high spiritual place we 
find something new in us that has to ke overcome. As Jesus went down 
the mountain He found the boy whom He healed of a “deaf and dumb 
spirit.’ The new spiritual light in us shows the errors in our lives and gives 
us power to cast them out, and we become free. 

Jesus felt that His followers should have had more faith in the power 
of God that was in them and which He had been trying to show them. 
That is why He said to them: “All things are possible to him that believ- 
eth.” That is the word of the Christ Spirit to us today and our part is to 
learn to believe in God wholly and fully. 


LESSON QUESTIONS 


What do we learn from Jesus’ going up into a high mountain? 
What happens when we lift up faith, wisdom, and love? 
What does the new spiritual light in us show? 

What is the word of the Christ Spirit to us? 


Lesson THOUGHT—By the Christ light shining in me my body and 
affairs are changed and made bright. 
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MEMORY VERSE 


My body and affairs are changed 
To purest, gleaming white, 

Because there shines in every thought 

The Christ, or inner light. 


Lesson 4, APRIL 22, 1928. 
JESUS AND THE HOME.—Mark 10:1-16. 


GoLDEN TEXT—Honor thy father and thy mother (which is the first 
commandment with promise ).—Eph. 6:2. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 


In this lesson Jesus shows us how much He loves homes and children. 
Many homes are broken up because the persons in them do not show the pa- 
tience and the kindness and the love that God wants them to show. When 
two persons are married it is like a union of wisdom and love. 

To make the home happy, the persons in it must show a great deal of 
unselfishness, and if God is allowed to work in the hearts of those in the 
home there will be no room for selfish thoughts. Happiness comes from 
knowing the Christ truth and in living by what it teaches. If a person is 
unhappy, he needs to learn that his unhappiness is not caused by some one 
else, but that the cause is in him and must be overcome before he can find 
happiness. No one can run away from unhappiness; he has to find hap- 
piness within himself. When God has really joined two hearts and two 
lives together, no human power can separate them. 

The second part of the lesson teaches us of Jesus’ love for children. 
The kingdom of God is made up of divine thoughts or ideas, and he knows 
most about the kingdom who is open and willing to receive these ideas. The 
minds of children are usually more open to new ideas than are the minds of 
older persons, because children’s minds have not become so filled with 
worldly thoughts. That is why Jesus said that we must become as little 
children if we would enter the kingdom of God. Jesus was as meek and 
humble as a child, and as we turn from our human pride and open our 
hearts in a childlike spirit, we receive the Christ. 


LESSON QUESTIONS 


From what does happiness come ? 

If a person is unhappy, where is the cause? 

Of what is the kingdom of God made up? 

Why did Jesus say that we must become as little children if we would 
enter the kingdom? 


Lesson THOUGHT—My mind is free and open to receive divine ideas. 
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MEMORY VERSE 


God’s love and wisdom dwell in me; 
They open wide my mind, 

That through the thoughts of mind divine 
God’s kingdom I may find. 


Lesson 5, APRIL 29, 1928. 
THE COST OF DISCIPLESHIP.—Mark 10:17-27; 12:41-44. 


GoLpEN TExXT—Where thy treasure is, there will thy heart be also. 
—Matt. 6:21. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 


In this lesson Jesus is teaching something of what it means to be His 
true follower. He teaches that it is not the form of worship that counts; it 
is the true feeling toward God that we have in our hearts and the way in 
which we show that feeling by serving others. 

The rich young man who came to Jesus stands for the mortal of us, 
the outer appearance, or that in us which likes to hold on to personal and 
material things; that is what is sometimes called personality. Personality 
does not know the true good, but it wants to keep itself alive without giving 
up material things. That is what is meant by the young ruler’s asking Jesus 
how he might have eternal life. 

Personality, or the mortal part of us, is willing to follow the outer form 
of the law—the young man said that he kept the old commandments. But 
when personality is asked to give up its belief in earthly things it becomes 
sad at heart, because its true belief is in material ideas rather than in God. 

Probably the most helpful teaching in the lesson is that all things are 
possible with God. No matter how selfish we may have been or how much 
our minds have become fixed on earthly things, God can lift our thoughts 
to His ideas. It may be hard for us, by our own power, to change our 
thinking, but we can call upon the divine power within us and by its 
strength the change can be made. 

The last part of the lesson teaches us to put our hearts into the gifts 
that we give to God. A real gift is not something that we do not care 
for, or that we would not miss. A very small gift, presented with love, is 
much more pleasing than a much larger gift without the love of the giver. 


LESSON QUESTIONS 


What counts in our worship of God? 

Tell something about personality. 

What is the most helpful teaching in this lesson? 
How should we give to God > 


WEE WISDOM 35 


LEsson THOUGHT—1 give the richest gifts of my heart to God. 
MEMORY VERSE 


My love goes out with every gift 
That leaves my willing hand; 

I leave all things of sense behind, 
To follow God’s command. 


amore < 


I shall love everything I see: 

Each blade of grass, each friendly tree, 
The butterfly with yellow wings, 

And every bud that April brings. 


I shall love children everywhere, 
And bless them in my daily prayer; 
At home, at school, and on the street 
I shall give love to all I meet. 


For love makes every corner bright, 
And if I love from morn till night 

I shall grow strong and glad and free, 
As all good children ought to be. 


q V1 i 

me—-Vivian jeiser jar ral 
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UZZLE 
AGE 


BUILDING TRUTH WORDS 


By FRAI RANCIS J. GABLE 


4 


yy 


ANSWERS TO LAST MONTH’S PUZZLES: Numer- 
ical Enigma: ““With what measure ye mete it shall be measured unto 
you.” Word Square: found, tally, twist, white. crash. Word Puz- 
zle: faith, child. 
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CORNER 


GARDEN PLANS AND OTHER THINGS 


One Saturday morning in April Red came down the lane whis- 
tling so gaily that Kegs called from the Roost, “Good morning, birdie!”’ 

“Who wouldn’t feel like a bird, on a fine spring morning like 
this?”’ asked Red. “My, but things are fresh and clean, after the 
rain we had last night. Isn’t it about time to put in some more garden?” 

The early things had been planted about two weeks. There 
were two rows of radishes, two of onion sets, and one of lettuce. The 
rows were about seventy-five feet long. 

“Yes,” David answered Red, “I think we ought to get busy, 
but why not draw a plan of our garden first? Last year we didn’t 
have things arranged very well.” 

“T’ll say we didn’t,” agreed Kegs. “Some of the stakes at the 
ends of the rows got pulled up and we didn’t know what we had 
planted.” 

“Yes, and don’t you remember we thought those last two rows 
were beans and they came up carrots?” Chink reminded them. ‘We 
could have sold twice as many green beans as we had.” 

“Tf we draw a plan,” explained David, “‘and write on the plan 
the name of each vegetable, in the row where it is planted, we shall 
know just what we have and where it is. We'll let Bob draw the 
plan,” David continued. “He’s bookkeeper, treasurer, and anything 
else in this company that requires pencil work.” 

““Well, where is some paper? Let’s get going,” urged Red. 

“An ordinary sheet of white paper won’t be large enough,” ob- 
jected Bob. “The plan would be too small.” 

“How would this do?” said Chink, pulling a folded piece of 
brown wrapping paper from behind the cupboard. 

“The pencil won’t show up on that,” said Red. 

“T believe it will do, Red,” said Cousin Bob. “This pencil of 
mine is soft and black. But I’ll need a ruler.” 

When David had brought a ruler from the house, Cousin Bob 
sat down at the table with the paper spread before him. The Spar- 
tans were grouped around him, ready with suggestions. 

“Let me see,” began Bob. “Our garden is about seventy-five 
feet by one hundred and fifty feet. We will make the plan on the 
scale of a fourth inch for every foot.” 
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“Now,” said Red when the plot was drawn,” put the rows of 
spuds in up there and the early stuff over here.” 

“All right,” said Cousin Bob. ‘““That’s in. Where are we 
going to put the other things?” 

“Dad thinks the peas would do better if we planted them in 
richer ground,” said David. ‘We had them in that strip of clay 
last year.” 

“But will anything do well in that clay?” asked Red. 

“Tomatoes will,” said Cousin Bob. 

““And beans,” added David. ‘““They don’t need very rich soil.” 

So the garden was planned. Every vegetable was given its place 
and its name was neatly printed on the plan. 

“‘Let’s tack the plan up on the wall,” said Kegs. “Then we'll 
always know where to find it.” 

When the plan was smoothly tacked up, the members of the 
company stood back to admire it. 

“Bob, you sure are an artist with a pencil,” said Chink. 

“Yes, it looks pretty there,” agreed Kegs. “All I hope is that 
when we get our garden all planted, Bige won’t dig it up or it won't 
get drowned out or burned up.” 

“Listen, Kegs, are you ever cheerful except when you are eat- 
ing?” asked Red. 

“My mother says,” began David, “that like attracts like. If 
you're always expecting the worst you are likely to get it.” 

“Well, Bige dug the garden up last year, didn’t he>’”’ Kegs de- 
fended himself, we weren't expecting it.” 

“Yes, but we didn’t live through it two or three times before hand 
by expecting it,” said Red. 

“Tt didn’t take us long to fix the garden up,” said David, “‘and 
Bige learned his lesson before the most of it came up, and he didn’t 
dig up any plants.” 

“T give up,” and Kegs held up both hands. “From now on, I’m 
expecting only the very best in the world. For once, I think Red is 
right—I’ll feel more cheerful when I have had my lunch.” 

“‘Let’s all go home and eat,” suggested David, “‘and then start 
planting this afternoon.” 

““There’s where I’m going to shine,”” laughed Chink. “Bob is an 
artist with a pencil, but watch me with a hoe.” 

The boys were leaving the Roost, when Red called them back. 

“Come here a minute, all of you,” he called. “I’m not certain 
that we have this corn in just the right place,” he said very slowly. 

“Say!” broke in Kegs in a tone of disgust, “don’t you know it’s 
lunch time? What’s the matter with you?” 
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“T know, Kegs,” replied Red solemnly, “but I can’t eat a bite 
until I am satisfied that we have our garden planned just right.” 

The gang was plainly puzzled at Red’s behavior. 

“Of all the—what on earth?” Kegs was beginning, when he was 
interrupted by the wild barking of Bige up by the big gate. 

“Somebody come and open the gate,” called a familiar voice. 
hands are full.” 

The Spartans looked at one another and then everybody tried to 
dive through the door at once. When they finally untangled them- 
selves and reached the gate, Coralee was waiting, an expression of 
mock patience on her face and a basket in each hand. 

“Tf you'll be good enough to let me in, luncheon will be served 
in a few moments, in the Roost.” 

Every Spartan grabbed for a basket, all talking at once. 

““Y ou sure surprised us.” 

“When did you come?” 

““Why didn’t you tell us>”’ 

“One at a time,” begged Coralee. “I can’t answer all those 
questions at once. I’m home for the Easter vacation,” she explained. 

“Oh, come on down to the Roost, and eat,”’ said Red. “Why 
all this fuss over a girl?” But his eyes were twinkling. 

“So that’s why you were worrying about the corn. You wanted 
to keep us there until Coralee came,” accused Cousin Bob. 

“T got here last night,” Coralee told them as they walked to the 
Roost. “I would have come over with Red this morning but I waited 
to make sandwiches and fudge for our lunch. I knew you'd forgive 
me,” she smiled. 

“T’m glad you're here and I don’t care who knows it,”” shouted 
Kegs, and Bige barked agreement. 

“We're all glad,” said David. “Three cheers for Coralee!” 
and the boys yelled until Coralee covered her ears with her hands. 

The Spartans were a bit ashamed of the dust in the Roost, but 
Coralee was a true Spartan. She did not seem to notice the dust on 
table and chairs, but talked gayly as she unpacked the lunch. 

P “‘Another member for the hoe brigade,” said Red as they sat 
own. 


“T should say not,” said Chink. “She has done her share. Look 
at this lunch.” 

“Of course I’ll help with the planting,” said Coralee. “That's 
one of the reasons why I wanted to come home.” 

“You know,” said Kegs, reaching for a sandwich, “I believe it 
does pay to expect good things. No wonder—” and he pointed the 
sandwich toward Red—‘‘no wonder you whistled this morning.” 
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PETER 


APRIL RABBIT 
8 


OIC 


IS 
READY FOR 
EASTER. 


_ARE YOU? 


Easter is a very important and interesting day. It’s like 
Christmas and Thanksgiving, and all the other holidays in one. 
Many, many years ago on the first Easter, Christ arose from His 
grave to prove to all people that everything is possible and that 
they need never worry about anything, if they have faith. Of 
course we should be thankful every day for God’s love, but we 
should be more thankful on Easter than on any other day—and 
we should remember to express our love for our friends and play- 
mates on Easter. 

The very nicest way to show our love for our friends, is to 
send them Easter Cards—not the kind that Mother and Dad 
send to their friends, but ones that are made especially for boys 
and girls our age—cards that have cunning pictures and verses 
on them, and that are in pretty, bright colors. 

Unity School has just the Easter Cards that children want. 
They are $.05 each, and they come in packets of five cards. 

Easter will soon be here, so write us today and tell us to 
send your cards to you right away, so that you will have plenty 
of time to send them to your friends. 


UNITY SCHOOL OF CHRISTIANITY 
917 Tracy, Kansas City, Mo. 
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Today ai sun slipped right/behind 
A cloud up inthe sky,“ 

And soon the raindrop softly fell* 
Then faster, by an by.” 

Until I thought eae stop! 


But very suddenly 
The sun peeped ovey that big ‘dell 

And smiled right down at me! Fi 
Today as Apri’ First, and so / 

I think the jolly sun / 
Was fooling me and hid away 


A little while for 
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EASTER SEARCH 


Easter mornin’, Buddy said he would 
take me ona search. He said we would 
search for the things that $row on Easter 
day. 


spring, flowers. They 
were $rowing, on the hills where the 


rocks are. Buddy said they are real Easter 
flowers because they bloom so early in 
the spring. 

We saw a little calf in the pasture. I 
asked Buddy if it was an Easter calf, and 
he said yes, for it was a Zrowin3, calf. 

Some robins were buildin3, a nest in a 
tree. Buddy said the nest was an Easter 
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nest, for it was %rowing, and some day 
there will be little, 8rowing birds in 
the nest. 

Our yard was full of Easter 3rass, and 
some Easter 3rass was 3rowin?, by the 
road and in the pasture. 

lasked Buddy if I was 3rowing. He said 
I was, and that I was an Easter irl. 

I like to be an Easter irl. 
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A Slowering’ Tree 
By Violet Thomas Hartmann 


A flowering tree once said to me: 
“How very happy I should be 

If I could skip about and run 

And have some jolly, wholesome fun! 


“T've often thought how pleasing, quite. 
‘Twould be to hold a string and kite. 

I'd love to throw a ball so far— m 
Out where the growing flowers are. af 


‘Now here I stand on guard all day, 
In my own solemn, quiet way; 

: But bees are kind——they call on me, 
% ey sip my sweets, and we have tea. 
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“The rain is good—it freshens me; 
e sun is warm and helps me see 
The beauties of the countryside 
Where flowers grow and breezes glide. 


“Now, when I think of how I'm blest. 
Of friendly birds, and all the rest. 

And from anxiety am free, 

Why, maybe some folk envy me! 


“So, after all, my place is here. 

I love this peace and hold it dear. 
And I am glad I cannot roam, 
For to the birds I am a home.” 
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= WOR DS b 
Lucy? 


The dark is a blan-ket, all vel-vet-y soft, That God wraps the 
Safely wrapped in its soft, fleec-y folds, the wee birds Snuggle down to their 


world in at night. It feels like the blan- ket my dear moth-er spreads 
slum-bers at night; Then God folds it neat-ly and lays it a- way 
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On me when she tucks me in tight. When the sun floods the world with its light. 
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By Blanche 


A song, to sing, a flower to hold, 

An Easter story often told; 

A walk where plum trees from 
the night 

Came forth at dawn dressed all in 
white: 

These things are only signs which 
say 

That hearts are warm with joy 
today, 

Like baby seeds which have begun 

ML 6.3: To feel the fingers of the sun. 
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I am awake! 
My mind is clear 


And only true 
Thoughts venture near, 


| am awake! 
Joy fills my day 
And strengthens me 
For work or play. 


: 


I am awake! 
Through all the night 


The risen Christ 
Keeps my thoughts right 
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